[Editor's note: The following article continues the account of Dr. George Moore's experiences as a public health officer in Nepal in the early 1950s. The first installment appeared in the July/August 2005 issue of Public Health Reports. This is not the first time Dr. Moore has written for PHR; he also authored articles that appeared in the Journal in 1953 Journal in , 1954 Journal in , 1957 Journal in , and 1963 . We are pleased to have the opportunity to publish his stories and photographs from this remarkable episode in the history of public health.] I have many fond memories of my career as a public health physician, and often muse on the various experiences that have been so rewarding. Above all, I remember my unique adventures in Nepal in the early fifties. I accepted the posi-tion as head of a U.S. Public Health Service special mission to Nepal to assess public health problems and develop and implement programs to solve them. I faced a daunting lack of information about the country and its people. What kinds of medical problems would they have and what sort of medical treatment had they received? How would they receive a team of foreigners? How would their Hindu and Buddhist beliefs affect their interactions with an American doctor?
A young, British-trained Gurkha officer became integral to the success of our mission. I knew that the Gurkhas came from Fajput and Mongol tribes living in the Himalayan foothills, and that they had served in the British army since the Anglo-Nepalese war in 1814. The British had been so impressed with the skills, courage, and tenacity of the Gurkha soldiers that an alliance was created for their recruitment into British service. I also knew that the reputation of the Gurkhas worldwide was exemplary. This particular officer, Shiva Bahadur Rai, was home on leave from Malaya. Shiva had learned the tradition of the Gurkhas from his father. This training had been rigorous, including a test in which he had to run uphill for 40 minutes with a basket of rocks weighing 70 pounds tied to his back. He had learned how to use the kukhri, the 18-inch curved knife that was the trademark of the Gurkha soldier. He had learned how to see and move silently in the dark, a skill which helped him survive for eight weeks in enemy territory after escaping from a POW camp in Italy during World War II. He was also sustained during this time by the Gurkha motto, "Better to die than be a coward." I interviewed Shiva and was immediately impressed with his intelligence, self-assurance, and sense of humor. His story of survival inspired me, and while he had no medical experience, his knowledge of the land, its people, their language, and their customs would be invaluable. As a Gurkha, he would be respected by both the Nepalese people and my staff. I invited him to join us as my administrative officer and he agreed. At once, Shiva became my aide-de-camp and constant companion.
Shiva organized my safaris, led me through jungles, and instructed me in climbing mountain trails to find Sherpa villages. In the hot jungles of the Terai, he was my guide and hunter for food. He protected me against reptiles, leopard, rhinos, and bandits. I felt no danger when he was with me. Of course, Shiva also served as my interpreter. I had never met anyone like him before, nor have I met anyone like him since. Through him, I found the workers that I needed to launch a program against malaria, the most devastating disease in Nepal.
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Public Health Reports / September-October 2005 / Volume 120 took us to five areas of Nepal where I could personally examine villagers. My staff would conduct laboratory tests and another American, an agricultural entomologist, would study insect problems. Shiva understood that our unsettling intrusions would need to be integrated into the Nepalese culture, rather than administered in a grand American style that would be perceived as an affront. It was amazing to witness the tangible exchange of trust: Shiva obviously trusted me and my work, and the Nepalese people readily put their trust in Shiva. Instead of a cultural clash, we experienced compliance. Shiva's ability to lead our workers with efficiency and discipline was balanced by his compassion and creativity. Gradually, we implemented our health programs in sections of Nepal with great success. Malarial transmission decreased by 70% in the first year. Shiva's ingenuity and courage ensured our safety as we trekked through jungles teeming with leopards, tigers, and poisonous snakes. He used his kukhri to clear trails through dense bamboo and brush, and to flick leeches off our boots before they could squeeze through the lace holes and attach themselves to our skin. He led us into the Himalayas at altitudes over 16,000 feet, where rock slides and freezing winds threatened us. When we found a village, he would find houses where we could sleep on the floor for a few Shiva always tested these dangerous bridges before we could take our porters across. The drop was often more than 100 feet over a raging torrent. Wind would make the bridges sway several feet in either direction, and sometimes part of the plank would be missing. It was very hard for the porters to manage with their 80-pound packs. coins; in the higher regions, he oversaw the porters in preparing suitable clearings for camp. In addition to the natural and geological dangers, there were also bandits along the trails-most often villagers who would observe newcomers marching through their village and ambush them further up the trail. Shiva would scout ahead by himself to "case" the villages that we had to pass through. If he recognized a possible danger, he would help me prepare accordingly. Our usual tactic, which was quite successful, was to enter the village and talk to the crowds. At some point, Shiva would ask me to show my rifle with the telescopic sight, which no one there had ever seen. He would toss an empty can or bottle into a ravine for me to shoot. The demonstration apparently convinced any would-be bandits that our weaponry was not to be reckoned with. We were never attacked by bandits or beasts. We were never lost, without supplies, or shunned by villagers.
Never before had a Nepalese Gurkha and an American physician partnered together in such important and formidable work. Certainly, our working relationship was unique, and by its very nature instilled within us a deep respect for each other. But our admiration for each other flourished beyond our working protocol. Our many safaris presented us with challenges and adventures, but also with moments of sacred and astonishing import.
One of our extraordinary adventures occurred following a mission trip to Sherpaland, the high Himalayan country close to the Tibetan border where we worked to control an epidemic of typhus. We were in an area known as "home of the gods," following trails used by Hindus on their annual pilgrimage to worship in the waters of the Himalayan heights. We hoped to get back to Kathmandu before the monsoons deluged the trails, and our team labored slowly on the muddy trails as fog banks drifted through the pines and rhododendron, making it difficult to see. An American entomologist, George Brooks, and I pushed ahead until we realized we could no longer hear the rest of the team behind us. It was eerily silent. We rounded a sharp bend and a raucous scream, unlike anything we had ever heard, pierced the air. We pulled out our revolvers and clambered onto a boulder. The screams subsided, replaced by chattering sounds as several shapes emerged through the fog. Creatures about five feet tall were crouching toward us on two hairy legs; their long tails flicked behind them. Their faces were ghostly gray, and their fangs were bared. We had heard stories about the feared yeti, but had passed them off as superstition. We couldn't identify the creatures' species, but we were certain it was the source of the yeti legend. Fascinated yet terrified, we fired shots over their heads to scare them off. As the creatures dispersed, I understood why the porters made continuous noise along the trails. We fired the last of our shots, wondering what we would do next, when I heard the familiar voice of Shiva. "Sahib, are you okay? We heard shots." Shiva generously expressed only concern and not a hint of ridicule for his American friends who had strayed from the group. Soon the rest of the group arrived and we continued our trek-this time staying close together. [Later, I consulted Ivan T. Sanderson, a well-known anthropologist, and from my description of the creatures, he identified them as Langur monkeys of a rare type, Semnopithecus entellus. It seems that as Brooks and I were racing down the mountain far ahead of our porters, we surprised the monkeys on our trail and, as any wild animals will do when cornered, they were ready to defend themselves with tooth and nail.]
We also shared moments of sacred significance. On one trip, Shiva and I traveled to Lumbini, the birthplace of Gautama Buddha 2,500 years before. It was deep in the jungle and rarely visited. It's possible that I was the first westerner to visit the site since A.A. Fuehrer, a German archeologist, confirmed the ruins of Lumbini in the late 1800s. After many days of traveling over the hot, dusty plains of west-central Nepal, we reached a swampy area far from any sign of habitation. Two or three large banyan and pipal trees comprised what was left of the sacred grove, on either side of which two 20-foot stupas had been erected. (A stupa is a religious symbol resembling a small tower, around which people worship and center their religious activities.) Green, fetid water filled a large water tank in disrepair. A few yards away was the memorial building constructed by Emperor Ashoka about 240 years after Buddha was born. The door was barred, but the structure seemed well preserved, with steps leading to the roof, where we walked. The brick plastered with alabaster depicted the scenes of Buddha's birth, including Buddha taking seven steps immediately after birth.
The dilapidated conditions of the site didn't prevent Shiva and me from relishing a unique and mutually treasured sense of awe at witnessing something very few people ever would. The mystical and spiritual significance of being there with Shiva moved me deeply. I was the son of a Christian minister, but I held tremendous respect for the peaceful followers of Buddha, in whose name no wars had been waged. Shiva, too, felt the special impact of this moment that transcended our different backgrounds, religions, skin color, and languages. We were two men-brothers-united simply by our humanity.
Plato's adage, "Friends have all things in common," implies that in friendship people's differences become irrelevant; that in the context of true love and admiration, differences are rendered both equitable and universal. Our differences were obvious: Shiva Bahadur Rai was a Nepalese Gurkha of Mongol ancestry; I was an American with Anglo-Dutch background. Shiva was Hindu; I was Christian. He grew up in the shadow of the Himalayas and was trained as a military officer in the British army. I grew up in New Jersey and was educated in medicine at Temple University. Nevertheless, our chance meeting in Kathmandu in 1952 evolved into a collaboration essential to the success of my medical journey in Nepal, and also into the deepest, most genuine friendship I have ever known.
Leaving Nepal in 1954 was one of the most painful things I have ever had to do. Shiva remained there and continued to work for the American mission in Nepal, which later became the American Embassy. In the late 1960s, he was selected to train 72 Americans for Peace Corps assignments in Nepal. He trained them in the Colorado Rockies for mountain climbing and survival, and visited my family in Virginia while he was in the U.S. I have not seen him since then, but still consider him my closest friend. Ours was a friendship based on mutual admiration, trust, and love, without religious or racial bias-the kind of friendship that, according to Buddha, is "the only cure for hatred, the only guarantee of peace."
Dr. George Moore served in Nepal from 1952 to 1954 as a commissioned officer of the U.S. Public Health Service. Since retiring in 1971, he has taught courses in the epidemiology of chronic diseases, and conducted research studies and developed programs in international and community health at the University of Virginia Medical School and the Medical College of Virginia. His daughter Berwyn was born in India in 1953. She is a writer of nonfiction and poetry, and is an associate professor of English at Gannon University in Erie, PA.
Climbing down a rocky trail. The rifle with a scope was intended for protection against rogue elephants, leopards, or rhino in the jungle. I soon learned, however, that the best rifle was an automatic .22 caliber that could shoot 17 HP bullets rapidly (and was much lighter to carry on long trips).
